car. Mother had heard that there was a big doctor who knew all about little children. I cooked the meal that noon. We waited for mother until late in the afternoon. When she came in her eyes were big and strange, but the little sister was as still as ever. Mother let her slip from her hands into the cradle. The doctor had been gone when she came. But the little sister had died, in her arms in the car, and mother had not realised it until some one sitting next to her cried out. Mother had brought the dead child home alone in her arms.
We could not live in our home after that. To this day the smell of peppermint plants makes me feel faint.
In our new home I discovered the " little grey house." So mother and I always spoke of it. From the window of our front room [57]
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